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CHARIVARIA. 


We hear that at the entrance to 
each of the Imperial palaces in Ger- 
many there is now exhibited a 
neatly-framed little notice :— 


NO INTERVIEWERS. 





* * 


* 

It is again stated that a most 
flattering offer from Servia was made 
to the Karser in the event of his 
resigning his position in Germany. 





ideas of beauty vary.’’ This is! 
proved, of course, by many of the 
ladies who enter for Beauty Compe- 
titions. 


* * 
— 


Professional prisoners, we hear, 
are objecting most strongly to 


thought by some authorities to have 
been a heat-spot due to the recent 
abnormally warm weather. 


* * 
* 


It has been proposed in the French 
Chamber, in the debate on Capital 
Punishment, that no one committing 





Suffragettes wearing prison costume 
for demonstration purposes, and} 
thus bringing it into contempt. 


* * 
* 


“Had you another house up yore | 


sleeve? ’’ asked counsel of a female 


two murders within a year shall be 
cxempt from the guillotine. This 
allowance of one free murder per 
annum is considered in homicidal 
circles not to err on the side of 
generosity, but no doubt a compro- 





Herr KINDERLEN-WAKcHTER, 
the German Acting Secretary 
of State for Foreign Affairs, 
who is said to be a nominee 
of the Karser, is now being 
roughly handled by the Ger- 
man .Press, which takes par- 
ticular exception to a yellow 
waistcoat which he affects. 
Curiously enough the Kaisrr’s 
most famous cartoon warned 
his people of the Yellow Peril. 

* 


* 

We cannot say that we agree 
with those persons who object 
to the inclusion of the United 
States among our possible 
enemies in the calculation of 
a two-Power standard for our 
Navy. It is true that every- 
one over here knows that all 
Americans love us better than 
themselves, but in America 
itself there is «a shocking 
amount of ignorance on this 
point. 

+ + 

The Daily News has ap- 
parently tired already of the 
campaign against the House 
of Lords, and is beginning to 
sneer at the other place. In 
a note on the effect of bank- 
ruptey on a member of the 
Upper House, our contempor- 
ary winds up:—‘‘ While thus 
disqualified, however, the 
bankrupt peer is not deprived 
of his privileges—that is to say, he 
does not become a commoner, and 
cannot be elected to the House of 
Commons.”’ 





* * 
* 

“ Why,’’ asks a correspondent, 
“is it not allowed to read a news- 
paper in the House of Commons?’’ 
We believe the reason to be that 
Parliament is proud of its traditions, 
and one of these is the child-like 
innocence of our legislators. 

* * 
* 
“It is astonishing,’’ 


says a great 
thinker, ‘‘ how 


different persons’ 
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THE ENO OF THE RECITATION. 


“ Axp I—I aM THAT LITTLE OHAP, CURLY AND BROWN.” 


SS 


- mise will be arranged. 
| * 
* 

Some politicians take the 
Suftragettes more seriously 
than others. Mr. Bonar 
Law, M.P., for instance, has 
put his vocal powers into 
training so as to cope with in- 
terruptions from that quarter. 
Last week he delivered a 
speech at the Mountain Ash 
Pavilion, which is leased to 
the proprietors of a menagerie, 
and the orator’s words. were 
punctuated by the cries of 
savage beasts. 

* * 
* 

‘" Singing in the streets can- 
not be permitted,’’ declared 
the Marylebone magistrate. 
*“ We cannot allow the streets 
to be made hideous*by people 
who think they can sing.’’ 
This humane prohibition 
might with advantage be 
carried further. ; 

* * 
* 

Over 200, applications for 
space for ** Salome Dances "’ 
have, it is said, been received 
by the managers of the Fun 
City which is to open later on 
at Olympia. This idea of re- 
fining certain places of enter- 
tainment by the introduction 
of a semi-religious element 
strikes us as being peculiarly 








witness at Shoreditch County Court 
last week. Surely the expression 
should be ‘‘ under your hat ’’? 

* 

* 


At Aurillac, the other day, a goat 


which accompanied a peasant into} 


the local bank began nibbling a bond 
worth £3,000. This has led a corre- 
spondent. to ask what precautions 


have been taken to prevent a similar | 


incident happening at the Bank of 
England. 
* * 
* 
The large spot which was seen on 
the face of the sun last week 


is 


bright and British. 








According to The Daily Mirror, 
thieves are arming themselves 
with sharp snippers to cut off the 
jtails of stoles as they hang over 
ladies’ shoulders. 

A Victim. Lvuci.ur, 
my twice-tailed stole! 


bring hither 








“On the Australians’ form in this game they 
are in for a big defeat at Oxford on Wednes 
|day ... . while Oxford, on their form against 
| Guy's Hospital last Wednesday, will have to 
| improve 50 per cent. to win.’—Sunday Timea. 
| After this, it was the easiest possible 
ithing to say, ‘‘I told you so.’’ 
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THE GENTLE FRAU’S APPEAL. 


[A Member of Parliament has been exhibiting a toy model of a 
German gunboat which has a small slot for the insertion of nickel 
coins. These toys are being used as collecting-boxes by agents of the 
German Women’s Navy League. It is said that they are handed about 
in German schools with the request, ‘Give us your pence, so that we 
can thrash the English.”’} 

CHILDREN of the Vaterland, 
Little budding maily-fisters, 
Please to lend a helping hand 
To your mothers, aunts and sisters; 
Help to give it England hot! 
Put your pfennigs in the slot! 


Look at this delightful toy 

Built upon a gunboat model, 
Suitable for girl or boy 

Just as soon as they can toddle; 
Every coin that in you slip 
Goes to smash an English ship! 


We, the Women’s Navy League, 
Keen to have our foes in pickle, 
In the cause of Krieg und Sieg 
Beg you, babes, to spare a nickel; 
Thrash the Lion and his whelps! 
Every little nickel helps. 


When you ’ve got to manhood’s heighu, 
Proved the faith that now you ’re new in, 

You ’ll be glad you gave your mite 
Towards arranging England’s ruin; 

We can do with small amounts; 

Every little nickel counts. 


Santa Claus is coming soon; 

*He will stuff inside your socks his 

Gifts, ineluding (what a boon!) 
One of our collection-boxes; 

Could there be a nicer toy 

Yor a Christian girl or boy? 


And, when full of food and mirth, 
.You have done your day and prayed a 
Christmas prayer for Peace on Earth, 
Don’t forget the Great Armada! 
Ere you seek your tiny cot 
Slip a trifle in the slot! O. §. 








“When fashion demands slender gracefulness of women who have 
to break corset laces to make themselves even presentable, isn’t it 
fortunate that science steps in and makes their task easy ?” 

Liverpool Daily Mercury. 
This shows the Superiority of Man, who can break a 
boot-lace quite easily, without any help from science. 





He. Darling, all is over between us. 
She. Oh, Greorae, this is so Abruzzi. 


Mr. Akers )ovuG.as, as reported by The Globe :— 


“ For his own part he had never hesitated to say that he would support 
a duty on hope if there was the opportunity of doing so.” 


If we may say so without expense, we hope he won’t. 





“Nortice.—It is reported that I, C. H., waggoner for Mr. G. B., set 
fire to his stack-yard. If anyone can prove me guilty I shall come 
on them for damages.” —T'he Lincolnshire Chronicle. 


We like his spirit. 





DISCURSIONS. 


Tue Bitt-Hunt. 


Scene—The Library. Time, 10 a.m. She is reading a 
newspaper. He, at the writing-table, is going 
through his correspondence, and has just opened an 
envelope of a kilious aspect. 

He. Well, I’m dashed! 

She. Are you? Why? 

He. Here ’s a bill from RowLaxps—£2 13s. 4d. 

She. Well, what about it? It isn’t much. 

He. It’s quite enough. I simply hate these bills 
from Row .anns. ‘They ’re always coming in. And 
I’m sure this one’s been paid. I remember the 
amount. 

She (with more interest). Let me have a look at it. 
(He hands it to her for inspection.) ‘* Repairs to garden 
roller.’”” We ’ve had nothing done to the roller. I’m 
inclined to think you ’re right. 

He. Generous being! 

She. We ’re certainly not going to pay twice over. 

He (enthusiastically). What a Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer you ’d have made. No more National Debt, no 
more taxes, no more 

She. Cuartes, get up and help me to find the 
receipted bill. (He gets up.) Now the great question 
is, where is it? 

He. What’s the use of asking me? You know you 
always put the bills away, and you ’ve got some patent 
system for finding them. You try first, and 1’ll get on 
with my letters. 

She. What an idea! Do you really think I’m going 
to hunt for a bill while you amuse yourself with your 
letters. No, no, you ’ve got to help. 

He. But 

She. Not another word. You can begin with your 
bill-filing box. 

He. But I haven’t put a bill there for years. It’s 
full of children’s books and toys and things. 

She. You never can tell. It was meant for bills, and 
there ’s no knowing that this particular bill hasn’t got 
stowed away there by mistake. Come on. I’ll take 
the drawers under the book-shelves. 

He. But 1 tell you it’s perfect foolishness to look for 
a bill in the bill-box. 

She. Cnarves, I’m disappointed in you. What was 
that I read about the dignity of labour the other day? 

He. You really do talk more nonsense than any other 
female human being in the world, and that’s saying a 
lot. 

She. Not as much as you think it says, CHaRLEs. 
Now, then. One, two, three, off! I bet I find it first. 
(She springs to a drawer, pulls it out, and begins to 

rummage through it. He proceeds to the bill-box 
and reluctantly opens it.) 

She (half to herself). It might be here. No—these 
seem to be about five years old. Halloa! What ’s this? 
(Reads.) ‘‘ Surtees & Co., £48 12s. To one superfine 
Angola, fancy-lined coat, ditto waistcoat,’’ and so on, and 
so on. What wicked extravagance! CHARLES, you 
never told me of this. 

He (lamely). It’s a tailor’s bill. 

She. It is. 

He. Well, it’s been paid, anyhow. 

She. That ’s just it. £48 12s. absolutely wasted on 
your chest and back and legs; and then you dare to 
complain 
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Child (herself unmoved). “I pO LIKE YOU TO ENJOY YOURSELF, MotueEr. 
\ . / 





” 


Wuy, 1 HAVEN’? SEEN YOU LAUGH IN A THEATRE FOR YEARS. 








He. Oh, do go on with your hunting. How can I con- 
centrate my mind if you chatter so much? 

She. Chatter isn’t a pretty word, CiARLEs. 
doing my duty as a wife in pointing out—— 

He. I don’t want any more of your pointing. 
(He immerses himself in the bill-box, from which he 

extracts four tattered picture-books, a broken tam- 
bourine, five dolls in various stages of decay, two 
stuffed monkeys, a brown bear, and a donkey on 
wheels.) 

She. Any luck yet? 

He. Not a bit. How are you getting on? 

She. So—so. (Ezultantly) Here it is! No—that’s 
£3 14s. 2d.—but it’s one of Row.anps’s right enough. 
I’m on the track. You try another drawer. 

(He does so. Gradually a litter of bills and letters and 
toys and books and pamphlets is spread over the 
carpet.) 

He (desperately). It’s no good. 


I’m only 


I’m going to chuck 


She. Coward! Get up on the ledge. There's a pile 
of papers on the top of that bookshelf. 

(He mounts, scizes the papers and falls backwards in a 
cloud of dust across a sofa.) 

He (coughing violently). Ow—ow—didn’t I tell you— 
ow—ow—ow—my back ’s broken—ow—and it’s only a 
packet of your mother’s letters after all. ; 

sie. Mamma’s letters? How curious. 
put them away somewhere. 

Fe. That comes of being tidy, doesn’t it? 


——— 


I knew I’d 








I’m; 


choked with dust; my back’s in three pieces; I've 
sprained both ankles; but you’ve got your mother’s 
letters, and——— 

She. Cuaries, if you say a word against mamma's 
letters, you shall have cold mutton for dinner. 

He. It’s the one thing I dote on. And there ’s one 
other thing I simply love, and that ’s Row anps’s bills. 
1’m going to write a cheque for this one. 

She. You wouldn’t dare, after all our trouble. 

He. 1 dare do all that may become a man. (He 
writes the cheque to an accompaniment of protests.) 
There! I’ve done it. And now I’m off for a stroll. 
You do the tidying up, dear. You know I’m no good at 








that. , 
(Exit, leaving her speechless amid a wilderness of 
papers.) 
“HILL-WILLIS.—On the 14th Nov., at Herstmonceus, Little Thur- 


rock, Essex, the wife of Stephen Alexander Hill-Willis, C.E., Assoc.M. 
Inst.Mech.E., M.R.S.L, &c., Engineer and Surveyor to the Orsett 
R.D.C., late of the P.W.D., C.L., of a son.”—T'he Vimes. 
Self-effacement is all very well in its way, but there is 
such a thing as false modesty, and we are inclined to 
think the above a case in point. To a man of reserved 
nature it must have been indeed painful thus to lift the 
veil enshrouding his career, and our only regret is that, 
having once put his hand to the plough, he should so 
soon have turned back. The fugitive glimpses he 
affords us of his life and achievements make us crave 
for more. 
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THE NEW WESTMINSTER. 


The Westminster Gazette, which has lately 
been enlarged and newly constituted, has 
recently printed a story recommending the 
charms of a certain restaurant, without giv-n 
the reader any warning that what appeare« 
to be art was as a matter of hard fact adver- 
tisement. It is felt that if this kind of thing 
spreads the paper may come to read some- 
what as follows :— 


Nores sy THE Way. 


There are a good many letters on 
the Education question in The Times 
this morning, and they are all pretty 
much what might be expected at 
this stage of the negotiations. The 
extremists on . either side are 
extremists still, but in between 
there is a great body of opinion 
which is ready and eager for an 
honourable compromise, in which (if 
we may be forgiven for explaining 
the obvious) each side would have 
to make concessions. Has not the 
time come for that great solvent of 
difficulties, a good dinner?* We ven- 
ture to recommend this meeting 
ground (we had almost written 
meating ground) and should be very 
happy to undertake the arrange- 
ments. The locale is obvious to 
anyone who read in our issue of 
Saturday, the 14th, the story about 


Amaryllis and the New Payity. 


SHAFTESBURY ‘THEATRE. 


Mr. H. B. Irvine m “ Toe Lyons 
Matrt.”’ 


As I watched The Lyons Mail 
through my monocle last night | 
could not help thinking what ex- 
cellent opportunities it offered to the 
reviser. Suppose, I thought, that 
some clever man took it in hand and 
made it a new and topical thing. In 
the old play Mr. H. B. Irvine takes 
the part of the double; in the modern 
version re might begin as a single 
gentleman, but by dint of excellent 
feeding at the New Payity Restaurant, 
say, where he lunches, dines and 
sups, he ends, with the assistance of 
pillows, as a most convincing double 
gentleman. The new title might be 
The Lyons Meal, and all the scenes 
would be laid in one or other of the 
sumptuous rooms of this delightful 
resort. 

REvIEws. 
RECENT ARCHITECTURE 


Mr. Septimuvs Boate’s new work 
on The Facades of the Metropolis 
brings a tinge of pleasure to the 
cheeks of the jaded reviewer such as 
seldom finds its way there. It is 
both authoritative and attractive, and 
it needs no special knowledge to 


IN LONDON. 


discover its merits. Mr. Boater's 
taste and our own coincide almost 
invariably, and more particularly 
are we at one with him in his eulogy 
of the New Payity Restaurant, whic 
we, too, regard as a model of 
the latter-day architect’s skill and 
adaptability. It rises from the 
pavement with such courage and ad- 
dress; its walls are so perpendicular : 
its.door is so invitingly placed ;. its 
windows are set absolutely where 
they should be; and the roof com- 
pletes all—finis coronat opus. 
Sourriés. 

In Paris they have been eating 
camel steak. We hear that Mrs. 
Leo Hunter, dining last evening at 
the New Payity, confidently ordered 
Lyon’s chops. What next? 

If he who sleeps dines, will not 
some statistician tell us how heavily 
one must sleep to compass as good 
fa dinner as the seven-and-six table 
d’héte at the New Payity? Like 
Rip Van Winkle, at least. May you 
live long and brosber! 

ComPETITION. 

This week we offer a prize of two 
guineas for the best Greek hexameter 
deserihing, in the manner of Homer’s 
catalogue of ships, the courses at o 
Sunday evening dinner at the New 
Payity. 

Last week’s competition was 
again won by Mr. G. K. CnestTerton, 
who should, we think, have a good 
chance for this also. 





Tue Latest News. 

An alarm of fire called 
several engines to the New 
Payity Restaurant this 
morning, but it proved to 
be groundless, having been 
occasioned by a_ waiter’s 
misunderstanding of a 
delighted guest’s remarks 
on the heat of the curry. 











. Here, THERE AND EVERYWHERE. 
Tue WINE AND THE Bush. 


It may not be generally known 
how the three brass balls, the sign 
of the pawnbroker, originated; but 
everyone is acquainted with the 
meaning of the bush outside a wine- 
shop. Just as a striped pole signi- 
fies that a barber dwells below, so 
did the bush indicate the vintner. 
Good wine, however, as the proverb 
says, needs no bush, and that doubt- 
less explains the absence of a bush 
over the door of the New Payity. 

** Grart.”’ 
The curious word “ Graft,’’ which 





now crops up so often in American 





papers, has yct hardly reached this 
country, at any rate as a neologism, 
although the processes which it 
describes are probably firmly enough 
established. The derivation is ao 
mystery, nor can we see how it has 
been drawn from arboriculture, unless 
as meaning that the wealthy man 
whose subsidies the grafter takes is 
the parent stock, and the grafter 
or he who receives any secret com- 
mission, is the parasitical growth 
fastened to that stock. 





BOOMSTERS AT THEIR REVELS. 
GusHING GENEROSITY. 


Miss Santry Worpe.te, the flower- 
girl who; as Mr. Max Bampercer 
was driving through Piccadilly 
Circus the other day in his motor- 
var, threw a bunch of violets into 
the vehicle, has received the follow- 
ing soul-shaking letter from the 
famous pianist :— 


** Maridge’s Hotel, Mayfair. 
Dearest Girt,—I was immensely 
touched by your graceful thought of 
me the other day and shal) remember 
it with positively abject emotion as 
long as I live. It gives me great 
pleasure to learn, on the authority 
of the news investigator of The Daily 
Slopbowl, that you are the only 
support of your parents and sixteen 
small brothers and sisters, and I am 
convinced that you will grow up | 
into a great, brave, high-minded 
woman, for you have already given 
evidence of the possession of alto- 
gether exceptional nobility of cha- 
racter. As a humble and altogether 
inadequate recompense for your 
generosity, I enclose a cheque for 
£25 to buy you some suitable gift— 
preferably a little toque—to remind 
you how deeply 1 appreciate your 
heroic self-sacrifice. 
Believe me to remain, dearest girl, 
ever your faithful friend, 
Max SEBASTIAN BAMBERGER, 
Court Pianist to the 
Emperor MEeneuik of Abyssinia.’ 
Miss Worpte, who has since 
been interviewed by our representa- 
tive, is a handsome young lady of 
some twenty summers. Asked as 
to her plans, Miss Worpte said as 
soon as she had completed her ward- 
robe at WeEprern’s she proposed to 
start on a tour round the world with 
a special company for the perform- 
ance of a series of short one-Act 
heroic plays, based on her own 
exploits. The National Testimonial 
organised by The Daily Slaphowl had 
already brought her £3,400 in addi- 
tion to the sum presented by Mr. 


, 














———— 
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Rural Philosopher. “Nay, titou MAUy’T 
BETTER EDDICATED.” 


SWEERIN' AT OWD MARE! Sti '’s GOTTEN A 


DEAL MORE SENSE NOR SOME OF UZ WII\T’'S 








BamperGer, and she hoped that the | 
CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER 
would, out of the funds at his dis- 
posal, add another £2,000. 

It is gratifying to be able to add 
that Mr. Bampercer’s splendidly 
public-spirited act is not to go with- 
out due acknowledgment. The elo- 
quent appeal of The Daily Slopbowl 
to its subscribers has met with a 
magnificent response, and on enquiry 
at the offices last night it was 
ascertained that the special Bam- | 
BERGER Reward Fund has reached 
the impressive aggregate of £7,412. 
If, as is hoped, the sum subscribed 
should reach £10,000, it is proposed | 
to devote half to the purchase of a 
magnificent grand pianoforte, with 
inlaid panels painted by Mr. Siais- 
wuND GoETZE and Herr Emin Fucus, 
and half to a superb 100 h.p. 
Napravnik Limousine, with decora- 





Meantime the Mansion House Fund | 
started by the Lorp Mayor for the 
purpose of suitably acknowledging 
the splendid services of The Daily | 
Slopbowl in calling attention to the 
noble way in which Mr. BAMBERGER 
had behaved to the heroic flower-girl 
| 8 advancing by leaps and bounds. 





eminent Transatlantic Oil King,’ 
Mme. Josepume St. Henena, and! 
all the prodigies who are at present 
petrifying the metropolis. 

A Mopern Bayarp. 

A very touching incident recently | 
occurred in Pall Mall. . As Signor 
PoLMonr pI PELLE, in company with 
Madame Euuic YELBA, was leav- 
ing the Carlton Hotel, the Signor 
struck a match intending to light a 
cigarette, but as there was rather a 
high wind at the time the match was 
blown out. At that moment a 
sandwich-man who was passing by, | 
realising the situation with a flash of} 
exquisite sympathy, said, ‘‘ ’Ere 
y’are, guv’nor, just get behind my| 
board,’’. and promptly enabled the 
illustrious baritone to achieve his 
purpose without further mishap. 

The name of this modern Bayard, | 





tions by Professor Sir Huperr von | we now learn, is Jonan Swocere, | Papers 
Herxomer, for Madame Bampercer. | and he has been the recipient of the | Offers of engagements from music- 


following letter from Madame Eur} 
YELBA :— 

‘My very dear TFriend,—Your | 
extraordinarily chivalrous behaviour | 
to my husband under exceptionally 
trying circumstances has touched me | 
to the quick, and I sincerely trust! 


dent in a ballad, to which I may be 
able to render full-throated justice. 
In the meantime you will, 1 hope, 
accept the accompanying cheque for 
£50 as a token of my regard and in 
partial recognition of your splendidly 
heroic act of generosity to a total 
stranger. 

Yours, 

With sincere admiration, 

Exum Yevsa-Potmoni pit PELLe.”” 

On calling upon Mr. Swoaarr at 
his private residence in Whitechapel 
yesterday, our representative had a 
long and interesting interview with 
this great-hearted gentleman. Mr. 
Swoacte declared that he was never 
so surprised in his life as when he 
received Madame Etuie Yewna’s 
letter, which, he added, had entirely 
changed the course of his life. He 
has already been photographed by 
the camera experts of sixteen daily 
and received thirty-nine 


hall managers, as well as an invita- 
tion from the manager of The Times 
to write a new Life of Sir Philip 
Sidney for Mr. Joun Murray, in col- 
laboration with Lady Grove. 





“To Mr. and Mrs. Smith—a daughter. Both 


|that before long I shall be able to | Progressing favourably.” —The Times. 
| The latest list of subscribers includes | induce some great poet and equally}|We should be glad to hear how the 
‘the names of Mr. Biicer-Guppy the! great musician to embody the inici-' little girl is going on. 
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VOTES FOR ACTRESSES. 


Most-FavourED- BEAUTY 
CoMPETITION. 

[Ou the principle of the plébiscites started 
by some of our contemporaries for choosing 
actresses for engagements. ] 

Tus competition has been started 
at the instance of readers goaded to 
desperation by the increase of picture 
post-cards, portraits in illustrated 
papers, carriage accidents and other 
industries created by the modern 
actress. The six most popular 
comédiennes, as determined by our 
ballot, will receive an .offer to stop 
acting and retire absolutely from 
public life, with compensation cal- 
culated at fourteen years’ purchase. 
Old-age pensions will in addition be 
provided for the six walking ladies 
and operatic choristers selected by 
our.readers. 

For the purpose of this competition 
alone, ‘‘ musical comedy ’”’ will be 
considered to be drama, and any 
lady who utters more than one 
line on the stage, or even joins in a 
shout of joy or execration, will be 
held to be an actress within the 
meaning of the Act. 

In-eonnection with. this centest 
will be a Grand Tour scheme for 
despatching popular favourites who 
have passed 59 to Central Africa, 
Further Siberia, and other distant 
localities for a prolonged period, all 
those passing through New York 
being forbidden to announce to the 
Press that they are receiving record 
salaries. 

Successful actresses will be re- 
quired to refrain from appearing on 
Christmas cards, writing face-wash or 
tooth-powder advertisements, open- 
ing bazaars or losing their jewellery. 

Meanwhile, candidates’ photo- 
graphs should show the teeth freely, 
and represent the sitter in a motor- 
car or swinging in a garden ham- 
mock. 

It is hoped to follow this competi- 
tion with others for amateur reciters, 
aged comedians, etc., and a Marathon 
Race to Kamschatka for the com- 
posers of the plots of musical comedy. 

[The following form, to be filled up by 
Candidates, will be supplied on application.1 
To the Editor. 

I, the undersigned, beg to submit 
my name, on the understanding that, 
if elected, my farewell appearances 
shall not exceed twenty (20) in num- 
ber. 

Name (1) actual 

(2) for stage purposes......... 

(3) for other purposes......... 
(not necessarily for publica- 


” 


* 
ce 
Age 





tion, but as a guarantee of 
good faith. ' Candidates are 
requested to write clearly) 
Married or single (if married, state 
how many times; if single 
and engaged, state name and 
courtesy title, if any, of 

peer’s son in full) 
Full list of complexions and colours 
of hair—(1) On the Stage 
.(2) Off the stage 


Possible 


breadth and depth of 
smile 


in feet and = inches 


Height from sole of high-heeled 
stage shoe to tip of tallest 
feather of Merry Widow Hat. 
(Note.—Natural height will be 
reckoned as two-thirds of the 
above) . 

I. further promise, if successful, 
to abstain after.my farewell appear- 
ances from acting for the rest of my 
life, and to use my influence to in- 
duce my friends to do the same. 





BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 
Some Huntine PEoPLe. 
Tally-ho Lodge, Melton. 

Dearest Dapune,—I -stayed at 
Bos Arstasie’s for the opening of the 
season with the Hurry-up, of which 
she ’s the new ** Master.’ You don’t 
know Bos, do you? She dropped 
into the big Aislabie estates when 
she came of age a few years ago, and 
is quite one of the latest things in 
women. ‘Talk of ‘‘ hunting com- 
plexions!’’ Bos’s is long past pray- 
ing for. She couldn’t wear a white 
or light-coloured gown for nuts! 
Her hair is cropped short, she always 
rides in the new way, and her voice 
is like a motor-hooter. You should 
see her striding about in the morning, 
in riding boots and a covert coat with 
a cigar in her face, giving her orders ! 
She ’d pass anywhere for a man, only 
she’s too obtrusively masculine. 
She ’s a good sort, however, and even 
her mannishness had its rise in filial 
virtue: her father was horribly dis- 
appointed that she wasn’t a boy, so 
she did her level to be one. I’ve 
tried to soften her down a bit, 
but——_ “It’s no use, BLANCHE,”’ 
she shouted; “‘ I couldn’t be a lace- 
and-chiffon woman however hard I 
tried. You can’t make a what-d’- 
you-eall-it out of a thingummy. 
I ‘ve a stand-up fight with Mircnen. 
every evening when she tries to put 
a coil and some pin-curls on this 
cropped noddle of mine for dinner. 
I’m just what I was when father 


gave me a pearl necklet on my four. 
|téenth birthday, and I was so horrib] 
disappointed it wasn’t a new huntin’. 
crop that I chucked it out of the 
window. Poet chaps write a lot of 
rot about- flowery May and leafy 
June; give me November, when 
wire ’s down and the country’s 
stripped for business, a bit of blood 
to carry me, and hounds throwing 
their tongues, and I'll ask nothing 
better of life! ’’ 

And d’ you know, it’s the funniest 
thing! Lord NINIAN FFOLLYorT js 
simply cracked on Bos (*‘ Tweeter,” 

s he calls her), and has taken Yoicks 
Cottage for the season. Lorp Niyyy, 
who hates exercise and takes care of 
his complexion and likes needlework 
better than anything else! (All tha 
cushions and comfies and cosies at 
‘his little flat in Pont Street are 
covered with bis own work.) 

** I loathe huntin’,’’ he said to me 
miserably at the meet yesterday; 
“the gettin’ up early and the cold 
fwind, and bein’ thrown so often; but, 
if I’m to see anything of Tweerie I 
must hunt, for TwreTie’s huntin’ all 
the winter.’’ ‘‘ Of course she is!” 
shouted Bos, riding up and flicking 
Fhim with her crop. . ‘! Buck up, 
wsonny! I'll put you in my pocket 
and-you sha’n’t come to any harm.” 
‘““TWEETIE ’s very cruel to- me, 
Buiancue,”’ he said; “‘I propose to 
her every day, and she only laughs 
and says she can’t be plagued with 
that rubbish; and I’ve bought a 
lovely engagement ring, and she says 
she ‘hates rings and won’t wear it, 
and she makes me wear it; and I 
think it’s very hard that, though 
I’m engaged to TWeeTiE, TWEETIE '$ 
not engaged to me! ”’ 

I wonder how they ’ll get on if 
they ever do marry. Norry thinks 
they ll be all right, because Bos, 
being an outdoor woman and Nrnxy 
an indoors man, they won’t see much 
of each other, and that’s the chief 
thing in marriage. We'd a lovely 
run yesterday, but after the second 
fox was accounted for I dropped out, 
and so did Sippy DaNGLETON, and we 
rode round by Seven Spires and 
Mudberry, and had tea at the queerest 
little wayside inn—great fun! Bos 
attacked me about it after dinner, 
when we were smoking. ‘* You lost 
the best of the day, BLancne Mutt- 
mint,’’ she bawled. ‘‘ Hounds routed 
out a nailing good fox from Mudberry 
Wood, a glorious old fellow who gave 
us a clinkin’ good fifty minutes’ rua 
till hetired, and then they banged him 
about, and rolled him over at Milby. 
There was plenty of grief. The old 
Duke of DunstaBLE got a jolly good 
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Sitter. “ Wei! wave I at LAst GOT THE PLEASANT EXPRESSION YOU DESIRE?” 
Now KEEP QUITE STILL, Sir.” 


Sitter. “ Hurry 


SYNNINS KING 


UP, THEN. Ir HURTS MY FACE.” 








sousing in Milby Brook; and serve 
him jolly well right! He’d the 
cheek to give WiLSON some advice 
about the pack this morning. As if 
Wison and I don’t know what 
we're about! But about this drop- 
ping out when hounds are running, 
and sneaking off to téte-d-téte teas 
at. wayside pubs—there ’s a lot too 
much of it, and I tell you straight, 
you people who do it, you don’t de- 
serve to hunt with the Hurry-up, and 
now I’m Master I'll stop it if I 
can,’’ *‘ Don’t get on your hind-legs 
about it, Bos,’’ L said. “If we ‘re 
such bad children you must enlarge 
the powers of your whipper-in, that ’s 
al!’’ But it’s no use bestowing a 
little plaisanteric on Bos. She inter- 
rupted me with, ‘“‘I say, people! 
Congrats, ! I believe, after all, I shall 
get my licence to ride under N.H. 
tues. And then, hip! hip! for the 
Grand National! ’’ ‘‘Oh, TwEeEtie, 
you cruel girl !’’ bleated Lord Nuyny. 
‘Thope you won’t get the rotten old 
lence. I should have. to come to 
Aintree if you rode in the Grand 
National, and I should die of fright 
for. fear you got killed!’’ She 


a 








laughed, and called him a silly little 
thing. 

Bos AisLaBre is only one more 
example of a fault I find with our 
sex, my dearest. I’m afraid we ’re 
a bit one-idea’d. (I’m an exception, 
of course, and so are you, and so’s 
any woman one happens to be talking 
to at the moment.) We ought to 
remember that we ‘re ‘* not for a day 
but for all the time,’’ as SHAKSPEARE 
said of himself. There ’s your booky 
woman, who runs all to brains; your 
emancipated woman, who runs all to 
votes; and your outdoor woman, who 
runs all to hands and feet and 
shout.. We ought all to try, as I 
do, to be many-sided—‘‘ all things 
to all men,” and all that sort of 
thing. Look at me; I’m not too 
busy with fun and frocks and frills 
to have my opinions about the prob- 
lems of the day, though I’ve no 
intention of chaining myself to the 
Speaker’s chair and giving the House 
the benefit of them. The Unem- 
ployed, for instance. I’ve a splendid 
scheme for setting them to make a 
great big road right through England, 
for motors only. Then there need be 





no speed limit; the police could leave 
off setting traps for motorists, and 
turn ail their attention to murders 
and things; and no people or doggies 
would get run over. Talking of 
doggies, those dreadful Socialists, not 
content with abusing us, are attack- 
ing our darlings—*‘ pampered pets,”’ 
as they call them. What do they 
mean by it? Do they want to take 
my sweet Pompom out of his little 
bye-bye basket and put in one of the 
Unemployed instead? 

I’ve told Norty (who’s hunting 
with the Lotsmore, but has twice 
been over for a day with the Hurry- 
up) that he’s quite welcome to use 
my idea about the Unemployed in 
Parliament; for I hold that a 
woman’s influence in these matters 
should be indirect. He only laughs. 
But I daresay he will use it. 

Ever thine, BLANCHE. 





“Our New Mayor is a descendant of the 
Rev. Henry Venn: he was his grandmother’s 
grandfather.” —The Torquay Directory. 

It doesn’t say what relation he was 
to the blind beggar. 
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“On, I pox’? TurxkK I'LL TAKE YOUR CAB, 
“ WELL, LADY, p’r'APS IT’S JUST AS WELL, AS HE 


I pon’r LIKE THE LOOK OF YOUR HORSE.” 
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DON’T SEEM TO LIKE THE LOOK OF YoU NEITHER!” 








“JOURNALISM AS A FORCE.” 
(A grateful appreciation.) 

’'Trs only now, when dank autumnal vapour 
Begins to lure the microbe from his lair, 
And woods grow leafless, and the linen-draper 
Is selling warmer lines in underwear, 
That you become, my vespertinal paper, 

A power beyond compare. 


Alf summer long, a light and careless rover, 
Your lucubrations on the kerb 1 peck, 
I browse among your literary clover 
And cast away the sheet a crumpled wreck; 
But now the days of thriftlessness are over— 
I guard you like a cheque. 


The fateful leader on important crises, 
The feuilleton that agitates the heart, 

The doings of our Dreadnoughts on the high seas, 
The method of concocting apple-tart :— — 

In one and all my educated eye sees 
The useful ends of Art. 


For when the grip of toil at evening loosens, 

And homeward I return through rain and mire, 
Too oft to find (a most infernal nuisance, 

And one that warps the framework of my lyre)— 
Where was I? Yes—too oft to find that Susan’s 

Forgot to pack the fire ; 


There breathes no inspiration half so tender 
(I’ve tried a pair of bellows all in vain) 








As you, my journal, stretched above the fender, 
To animate the embers as they wane. 

** Hi, boy!’’ (I think I hear the bell-mouthed vendor) 
““My Evening Blast again! ”’ 


‘ 








ALICE-SIT-ON-THE-FLOOR. 
Can anyone ask whether London is dull or likely to 
‘continue so this winter, after reading in a contemporary 
| about the brilliant idea of a lady resident of South Lon- 
|don who is well known in the theatrical world? The 
reply is in the negative, as this transpontine novelty 
takes the form of a sit-on-the-floor tea. We learn, at 
first hand, that the most astonishing effect of this curious 
tea-party was that every man and woman present 
seemed to be far more bright and willing to talk than 
usual, while one quiet, shy man was full of jokes and 
anecdotes. It is, however, not quite without precedent. 
The Georgian participants in the feasts of reason and 
flow of soul not infrequently finished the evening under 
the table. There are differences, of course, in progres 
sive Peckham and up-to-date Tooting. Our later 
roysterers now enter the room on all-fours, while the 
iadies bring their own sweeping-machines and dusters 
with them. The application of these household neces 
saries to the shins and backs of the gentlemen acts as a0 
unfailing conversational gambit, and draws out the most 
retiring visitor. Unending fun, too, is caused by tripping 
over a row of toes with tea-cups, varied with a cascade o 
sally-lunns. The ice, and other things, are broken s 
once. Altogether, we note a distinct advance on the 











celebrated entertainment given in Alice in Wonderland. 
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KIND ENQUIRIES. 


Sutra or Turkey (to Geran Kaiser). “SPEAKING AS ONE CONSTITUTIONALISED MONARCH TO 


ANOTHER—HOW IS YOUR YOUNG GERMAN PARTY?” 
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House of Commons, 
November 17th.—According to the 
orators who constitute the firing- 
line of the Opposition when 
Licensing Bills are around—and, 
by the way, it is interesting to note 
how short of sharp-shooters their 
advanced trenches really are, how 
quickly the rota is worked through, 
\and the same speakers pop up again 
with the brazen regularity of re- 
curring decimals—Leir Jonss, pallid 
and convinced, is the master-mind 
that controls the tactics of the 
Treasury Bench. 

With grey lock pendent on his fore- 
bead like a wintry Atlantic roller 
tumbling in on the shores of 
sme unpronounceable bay in his 
dative Wales, his pale, ascetic 
fee illumined with the joy of 
Seing al! his pet theories and his 
wildest dreams compacted into a 
[Povernment Bill, he sits directly be- 











ExtTRacTeD From A CoLLeacue or Tony, M.P. 


(S-m Ev-ns, McK-nna, and H-rb-rt S-m-1.) 


Tuesday, hind Ministers, marking each move|cate of temperance 


of the enemy. Every now and then 
he leans quickly forward to point out 
some weak spot in the “ parallels ”’ 
of the brewer and the publican, some 
point where they have over-reached 
themselves. He lends some colour 
to the suggestion that he is the 
veritable Mourke who directs, by 
frequent use of the regal, compre- 
hensive ‘‘ We,’’ the authoritative 
**Us.”’ But surely such an assump- 
tion does less than justice to the 
three bold, skilful ‘* Musketeers ’ 
below him, cloaked, plumed and 
booted, on the Treasury Bench, all 
daring spirits out for blood. 

The jaunty McKenna of the 
fighfing-top and careful curl, the 
D’Artagnan of the Admiralty, who 
has looked in to lend a hand—in 
what moment of weakness can one 
conceive his deadly thrust directed 
or restrained by the lifelong advo- 





ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


“Tse Turee MuskeTeers;” or, D’ARTAGNAN AND TWO OF THEM, 


behind him? 
Never a gauntlet yet was hurled to 


'the ground in his district but blue 


steel flashed from the scabbard, and 
quick, responsive stamp of eager 
heel, clink of spur, and cloak 
dashed quickly clear of wrist and 
shoulder of his sword-arm, told of 
our ReGinatp afire and darkness 
about to be illumined by the shower- 
ing sparks of steel on steel. 

How can one think of Sam 
(Portaos) Evans, with beetle-brow 
and shaven chin and Alpine sconce 
agleam, yielding his knightly judg- 
ment, staying his lightning wrist- 
play, thrusting here or there at the 
bidding of any unscarred thumper cf 
the peaceful tub? Who so blind as 
not to see the stark impossibility of 
swarthy, sinewy ARAMIS-SaMUEL, 
waiting for directions? Why, his 
steady, searching eagle-eye would be 
sadly out were it not the first to 
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So.ipiFIep AYR. 
(Mr. G-rge Y-ng-r.) 


“ Sir, I never wince.” 


his blade would be wet with the 
forensic gore of Cave or F. E. Suita 
seconds ahead of any whispered hint 
from JONES. 

There was a thrilling moment once 
when in the course of the evening 
Leir Jones fancied he saw signs of 
weakness and emotion across the 
way. Glancing searchingly at 
GrorGE YOUNGER, rosy, pros- 
perous, he said delightedly, 
‘The Hon. Member for 
Ayr Boroughs winced !”’ 

To the uninstructed the 
thing seemed doubtful, not 
to say impossible. The 
glow of the combined 
health -, giving breezes of 
Ayr, Campbeltown, In- 
verary, Irvine and Oban 
seemed to have made 
YounGcer proof against any 
such human frailty. 

Up with all speed per- 
missible to nascent embon- 
point he sprang. “Sir!” 
said he, ‘‘] never wince!’’ 

Plainly our Lerr had mis- 
read some fleeting outward 
vibration of exuberant pross 
perity, but there is a 
rooted dislike in all of us 
to admit mistake, and he 
contented himself with the 
mild evasion, ‘‘ Well, all I 
can say is that the Hon. 
Member showed some of 
those symptoms which the 
other Hon. Members show 
when they wince.”’ 

This later suggested to 
Artnaur Batrour that he 
also saw wincing going on 
in other and more distin- 
guished quarters (these 





detect an opening for deadly lunge; | 


[things are so infectious); but possi- 
ibly again the wish was father to the 
| thought. 

| Artnur made great play with a 
| touching phrase of Sam Evans’. He 
had spoken of the (extra) seven 
years passive waiting of the hapless 


| licence-holder, cowering beneath the! 


shadow of impending doom, as “‘a 
| period of rest.’’ 

| There was much to be said for the 
truth of this when one compared 
| this season of immunity from ‘‘ com- 
pensation-levy ’’ and from “* charges 
in respect of monopoly value’’ with 
more boisterous times of stress; but 
it tickled Batrovur’s fancy and he 
blew with a humour of his own a 
fascinating bubble of shifting iri- 
‘descent colours, and kept it there, 
| swelling it with gentle breath till it 
floated, absolutely gorgeous, about 
the House. Later, at a touch from 
McKenna, it was gone. 

| Take it all round Artnur en- 
joyed himself. He had started out 
with a deliciously pathetic profession 
of jealousy at the fact that, while 
the speeches of nearly all his old col- 
leagues in the Ministry responsible 
for the 1904 Bill had been assidu- 
ously hunted up and quoted from, in 
order that the intentions of its pro- 





* A SIXTEENTH-CENTURY Buccaneer.” 


(A fragment of Mr. Arthur Balfour’s suggestion for a next 


year’s Academy picture.) 








Oxe wo Kyows. 

Earl Winterton. “ The President of the Board 
of Trade has said in a speech in the country 
that the greatest intellects in the land were 
ranged on the side of the Bill.” 

Mr. lodge. “ Hear, hear!” 

(Mr. J-hn H-ige.) 


moters might be got at, he alone had 
been spitefully ignored, omitted 
maliciously, treated as of ace 
count | 

** Yet, after all, Mr. Speaker, I was 
Prime Minister at the time and the 
author of the Bill, and I do think it 

is very hard that the Hon. 
Member should think me 
beneath his notice !’’ 

Since Du Maurier’s pic- 
ture of the poor famished 
host at an evening *’ crush ” 
pleading for some slight re- 
freshment on the plaintive 
ground that he was ‘“‘ only 
the master of the house,” 
no such moving scene has 
been recorded. 

The explanation of this 
malignant ostracism came 
later, when it turned out 
that minute and careful 
search revealed the © fact 
that, in all the long debates 
of 1904, Artuur had made 
no single pronouncement, 
spoken no solitary word on 
the point under discussion, 
leaving it with a fine 
generosity and characteristi¢ 
self-abnegation to others to 
commit themselves and give 
hostages to posterity. 

In a burst of picturesque 
and graphic inspiration to- 
wards the close of his 
speech he ‘* knocked-in ” 
on the canvas, with the 
dexterity of a Franz Hats 
or a Seymour Lwvcas, 8 
glowing picture of AsquITH 
and his merry men 8 
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MPH. (who has lately taken to polo). 


| ‘p—s,’ isn’t ir?” 


“ By Jove, OLD MAN, THIS IS BEFTER THAN MISSING A DIRTY LITTLE WHITE BALL, AND SAYING 








\“Buceaneers of the Sixteenth Cen- 
‘tury’ laying under contribution 
sme hapless ‘‘city in the West 
Indies.” 

| Ib point 
jpasto,”” “* morbidezza,”’ 

\curo,”” and other Italian noblemen 
jae names I forget, but who oc- 
cupy the armoury and form the 
| perpetual body-guard of the art- 
\ctitic, this would be bad to beat. 

| For comprehensive range and wild 
variegation of perplexing topics, no 
one ever knew anything like Report 
Stage of the Licensing Bill. Its 
authors, whoever they may be—the 
halo flits from brow to brow, from 
Asquira to Wairraker, from Wir- 
tmdER elsewhere—seem to have acted 
o the sound principle enunciated at 
the musie-halls, that 


of ‘* bravura,’’ im- 


** chiaros- 


Makes just a little bit mo-re!!” 


Simple in form, incontrovertible in 
tgument, one has realised at once 
% it was jerked over the footlights, 
tween the wheezes, by that peri- 
patetic philosopher, Rt. G. KNow es, 
wat here, trippingly stated, was an 
temal truth. 1 will stand the test 
% minutest examination, and he 
vould be a bold man who would 
undertake to expose its fallacy. 

To the temperance reformer, with 





“E-very little bit, added to what you've got, 





his lifelong antagonists, the brewer 
and the publican, in the hollow of 
his legislative hand, the formula was 
no doubt irresistible ; in practice it’s 
@ weariness to the flesh. Still, 
everyone who knows the horrors of 
the drink trade, even to-day, will 
wish that when, gathering its clauses 
aud schedules about it, the Bill 
sweeps presently into the “ gas- 
chamber ’’ of the Lords, the good in 
it at all events may escape asphyxia- 
tion. E. T.. R. 





THE YANKEE PERIL. 


Dear Mr. Puncn,—On Monday 
last a newspaper contents bill dis- 
played in large letters these ominous 
words :— 

ENORMOUS AMERICAN 
TRADE DEVELOPMENT 
NEW ARCHBISHOP. 

Is the Government alive to this 
new menace? Is England’s proud 
title of ‘* Mistress of the Sees”’ to 
be wrested from her at last? I trust, 
Sir, that you will use your influence 
and impress upon the authorities the 
necessity of laying down at once two 
new Archbishops of the Cantuar class 
as an answer to this undoubted chal- 
lenge. We are also lamentably weak 
in ordinary Bishops. Of the thirty- 





three Diocesan Bishops of the Wor- 
cester class, the majority are of 
ancient date, and seventeen are 
classed as Suffragan! Opposed to 
these, America has some eighty fairly 
modern Bishops, the oldest dating 
from 1784. ‘True, we have about 
ninety first-class Colonial Bishops, 
who, however, are acting too far from 
their base to be of any practical value 
to the Mother Country. 

To keep abreast of the Two-Power 
Standard, at least six Archdeacons 
should be provided for in next year’s 
programme, though seven would per- 
haps be better. In Rural Deans (of 
which we have at present 810, in- 
cluding two temporarily laid-up) we 
are not satisfactorily strong, but on 
the subject of Deans I cannot touch 
in this letter; they would require a 
chapter to themselves. In the 
smaller craft, such as Curates, we are 
well represented, although even here 
a little more money might well be ex- 
pended. Above all, we need more 
Canons. I am no pessimist, but I 
love my country, and that is why I 
confidently appeal to you, Mr. Punch, 
Imowing there is nothing you have 
more at heart than the welfare and 
glory of the British Aisles. I enclose 
my card and remain, 

Yours, ete., 
Tue MAN IN THE Pew. 
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|they had each personally been em-jfacturer the section in which his 


AMUS'NGS 
[Some noles upon curious findings dise -erned 
by S. John Otsakura, of Nag gasak, Student of 
Automobile Construction, Letters and L ife.} 


Il. 

QvICcK-HAND MEMENTUVES OF AN 
AUTOMOBILE EXHIBITION. 

Tne gentleman who presides up 
the mahogany tree of Punch points | 
the finger “of a nod to me that I am| 
not to deal so fulsomely with the | 
‘automobile ’’ as with the ‘ exhibi-| 
tion’ side of the question. While} 
on the tent-pegs of dubiety whether 
automobile engineering practice, as 
seen through Japanese pince-nez (or, 
folders), would not be more 
interesting than mere crack- 


lings about men and man- 
ners, 1 must hop the twig 
of alacrity to fulfil his be- 


hests. 

If the proper study of man 
is mankind, one could select 
few better studios than that 
laid out at the feet by dis- 














































eorging one bob at the turn- 
stiles of Olympia the Golden. 

Though now rising two 
student of motoring 
I had never tumbled 
how great a percentage of 
the British population are 
motorists ; vet each second or 
third stripling who strode 
the cocoa-nut-shy fapis of 
Addison Road wore a cap 
designed to defy the utmost 
vigours of the elements, and 
an equal number had swathed 
tibia and fibula in puttee 
coloured leggings of wild- 
boar’s hide. IL am pleased 





vears a 


| affairs, 





to remark tlic modesty of 
these fellows. brequently 
L observed one such who 


would say to his companion, 
“That is a jolly fine chassis, 
old chap.” His vis-a-vis, 
appetite for information holding both 
his sides, would ask why, in what 
respect it excelled others? But in- 
stead of erecting his importance on 
the pinnacle of conceitedness by de- 
tailing the points in which the par- 
ticular chassis was hot stuff, his 
mentor would yawn, almost with 
embarras de sagesse, and say, **Come 
along, we must be moving! ”’ 

7 hose gentlemen e mployed to vend 
the wares of Autolycus in the shape 
of motor-cars are great guns. By the 
dintings of a few carefully-phrased 
enquiries I discovered that many of 
the cars on exhibition had skeletons 
in their closets. _ Half-a-dozen young 
fellows whose conversational oars I 
plied confided to me, in fact, that 





“* PLEAS: 
ERUSU? 


ployed recently by another firm, but 
had felt constrained to re sign luera- 
tive and important positions because 
of the weakness of the old firm’s 
back-axlesy or steering-gear, or igni- 
tion system, or me ‘thod of lubrication. 
Though they told me this tale of 
latent decrepitude singly and one by 
one, I summed up my facts, and 
discovered that at least six of the 
ears on show had some weakness of 
constitution. But, happily enough, 
any one of these chaps would assure 
me that the car he now had the 
hardihood to represent excelled no 
end just in that particular se ‘lection 
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MorHer SAys WILI 
‘THE WHISKERS HAVE 


of 
failed miserably. 
benefit of change, as I remarked. 

In half-an-hour 1 had made notes 
otf the names of the cight cars 
possessing the best (a) back-axle, 
(b) engine, (c) gears, (d) ignition, 
(ce) lubrication, (f) carburation sys- 
tem, (g) suspension, and (h)—though 
I am well aware that there is no 
such note in the gamut of> either 
tonic sol-fa or ancient version—coach- 
work, Should any subscriber to 
Punch be on the tiptoe of buying a 
ear, wishful in all reasonableness to 
buy one that will bang Banaglier in 
two shakes, I shall be pleased to let 


YoU Givi 
COME OUT Ol 


ME ANOTHER 
quis 'ty.” 


its vitals where the other car had | 





him have the names of these eight 
ears. By buying from each manu- 


So much for the} habitants of these green 


‘var is top-hole, and combining the | 
purchase (and I should be as happy 
as a jig to come over and bare 4 
hand at the assembly of the parts), | 
he would have a car that never wag 
on land ashore, and I should be able 


to give myself a dig in one or two 
ribs: and say, ‘‘ Well done, stout 
fellow! ’’ 


While I was chewing my rags with 
satisfaction upon this picture and on 
that, a gentleman whom I have met 
in the company of my literary god. 
papa approached me, looking very 
replete with beans. ; 

He asked me to show him round, 
and as I had no shame in 
bringing to the bon marché 
such a blooming and_ well- 
groomed bear ] proceeded 
to give him a few pupil- 
dilations. 

We stopped at a stand 
gaily adorned with the palns 
of Lebanon and Turkey rugs, 
and I engaged in wordy 
counters with the young man 
chargé des affaires. 

“Is this a good car?” | 
thinking to open the 


W i 


} 
asked, 


bow-window of opportunity 
for him to do himself a bit of 
good, 

““No, sir; rotten. I may 
tell vou, between ow’ bed- 
posts, that this car is ex- 
hibited here only to accen- 
tuate the fine moulding of 
the forms of others. This 


car is a shining example of all 
that is least desirable, least 
defensible, most ultra vires, 
and infinitely devoid of locus 
standi. And I= shall be 
obliged if you will ambulate 
rapidly in the direction of 
Hellantommi, Griqualand 
West.”’ 
I seek 
deference, but IL 


TOOTH- 





no golden-clothed 

ask my fe!low-in- 
isles, far 
away from my native place of birth, 
if this was a proper manner in which 
to meet a polite interrogatory over- 
ture. 

I entered protest, and remarked 
that he was a puppy, a flapper and 
a sucking-pig who was for long con- 
demned to an exclusively lacteal 
diet. 


My dear little jitsy-ju-jube,”’ he 
retorts, “‘I have nothing further to 
say to you. I have had here this 
morning five of your intelligent if) 
hound - pied compatriots, each seek- | 
ing to bestow on my heaving bosom 
the bright star of an order for six! 








cars on behalf of the Marquis} 
———_ 
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“WELL, MY LITTLE MAN, WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO BE WHEN YOU Grow ur?” 
““SoMEVIN’ WHAT DON'T WEAR A COLLAR!” 








dollar so that they might send tele- 
grams announcing their selection: 
one of them had had his pocket 
picked in the train on the way down 
here; and one of my men strangled 
the other before he had got to the 
‘tapping’ point. So you had better 
run along, my little man, before I 
risk immolating the point of a com- 
paratively new shoe in an attempt 
to kick your hip-pocket into your hat- 
band. Savvy?’’ 

By jingo! when my friend ex- 
plained to me that some low-class 
countrymen of mine were practising 
the hide-and-seek of a leg-pulling 
attempt te maintain false pretences, 
I was indeed sick in heart. 

My friend had the presence of 
mind to recommend a cordial, which 
to some places of decimals put me on 
my feet again; but I can never be- 
lieve that a Japanese has been guilty 
of working such a diaphanously thin- 
warped wheeze as suggested by this 
car-seller. 

4 recommenced my _peregrine’s 
Pickle of a trot-round the building. 

Spotting out on a stand a young 
chap of some openness of counten- 








' . } 
Wuatro. Three of them wanted a|ance, and determined not to let first | 


impressions of his genus steel my pan- 
creas against him, I asked him what! 
number of cars he had sold. He was! 
somewhat of a waggish kidney, it 
seemed, for he assured me he had 
that day palmed off no less than 
eight. I betokened some interest in 
his wares thereupon, and he asked | 
me—probably because he could see 
I was a discriminating lynch-pin— 
if 1 should care for a Trial Trip. 
I took him on, and said by all means 
fair or foul, I should indeed, and no 


mistake. He gave me his card, and 
directed me to the outer confine- 


ments of the building, where were 
many greasy young boys tending 
cars of an irritatingly unanimous 
grizzliness of painting. I asked one 
such if he could waft me o’er the 
ferry of intervening terra firma to 
Shepherd’s Bush tuber. 


‘“No,’”’ said this young devil’s 
sport, ‘‘ 1 blooming cannot. Do you 


take me for a blooming Sunday- 
school treat? ’’ ‘he said. 
Experientia docct. I had seen the 





folly of bandying my oratorieal shins 
with such canaille, and withdrew, | 
reserving to myself the right, when I 


shall feel the spirit mooding me to 
become the proud possessor of a car, 
to spot my winner in France or other 
place where one can traffic without a 
snub on both cheeks. E. N. D. 





“ Enfeebled by age, Bishop Lang enters upon 
his Archpiscopal work in the 45th year of his 
age.” 

In the chorus of congratulations, it 
was left to The Cork Constitution 
to strike this jarring note. 





“PARIS DAY BY DAY. 
Sayincs or NaPoLeon. 
By Special Wire.”—Daily Telegraph. 
Once more our enterprising con- 
temporary achieves a ‘‘ scoop.” 





“Racing was put back fifteen minutes at 
Warwick this afternoon. 

Owing to the late arrival of the Birmingham 
trains racing was put back fifteen minutes at 
Warwick to-day. ‘The going was heavy. 

Delightfully fine November weather prevailed 
at Warwick when racing started this afternoon, 
but owing to a breakdown on the railway 
several of the special trains were late, and 
racing had to be put back a bit. Tho rings 
were well filled.”—Hvening News. 

And so on. Say when you ’ve had 
enough. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


I HAVE never read any book by Mary Jonnston that 
missed distinction, and her last, Lewis Rand (Con- 
STABLE) is as good as her best; perhaps even a little 
better still, by virtue of the firmness of hand which she 
here shows in the drawing of character. Yet 1 must 
harbour a little mild resentment against her for having 
led my judgment astray. Her title and her earlier 
chapters gave one to suppose that Lewis Rand was going 
to be a hero. True, he is in a sense a man of heroic 
build and has a certain greatness of nature, but it is 
warped by an ambitious egoism that brings him to 
a wretched end. Meanwhile—a far more regrettable 
error—one has acquired an unfounded prejudice against 
a very perfect gentleman, Ludwell Cary, chiefly because 
he happens to be the rival of Rand in polities and love, 
and has the advantage of him in birth, breeding, and 
natural charm. Miss Jounston might have spared him 
to survive his enemy, but she has pitilessly chosen to have 
the courage of her own ideas. Whether the popularity 





worth preserving as that of Ginson’s bibulous dons, who 
blush in nebulous regions at an unwilling immortality, 
By the way, is it because MiLTon was a Cambridge 
man that the old misquotation is again allowed to crop 
up in these pages—‘‘ fresh fields and pastures new ’? 
A poet should have remembered that his Puritan pre. 
decessor wrote of woods, not fields. 


Mr. Epwarp H. Cooper is well known as a man of 
two hobbies. Children and thoroughbreds, Newmarket 
and the nursery, are the twin passions of his life; and 
I suppose that there. is very little about Puss in the 
(Tattenham) Corner and Kiss in the (Doncaster) Ring 
which he does not know. The amiable nature which is 
the secret of this twofold power is. abundantly reflected 
in his new book, The End of the Journey (Hursr anp 
Buiackett), though the children and horses which figure 


in its pages are merely excellent side-shows. In the 
circus proper the performers are all grown-ups. The 


leading lady and gentleman had loved and married— 
but not each other, since poverty forbade the banuns— 
some years before the actual performance. In the first 
turn they meet again, accompanied by their several 





of her book will suffer or 
not, she has justified her- 


encumbrances in the shape 
of husband, wife, and chil- 





self as an artist. The 
part that women play in 
this romance: is not so 
prominent as it might be. 
Unity is a slight, frivol- 
ous thing; and Jacqueline 
a hazy figure, half lost in 
the shadow thrown by the 
man she adores through 
honourandshame, Oneis 
jarred at times by a touch 
of unintended affectation 
in her speech; but this is 








dren, and then the band 


begins to play. Mr. 
Cooper stands in the 
middle and cracks his 


whip, the pace gets faster 
and faster, and the other 
performers and the spec- 
tators hold their breath, 
wondering how soon their 
feelings will run away 
with them and they with 
each other. But just when 
the chief actors threaten 
to get out of hand, the 





forgotten in the tragic and 
noble reserve of her misery 
attheclose. Ifa fault has 
to be found with Miss “--—-——- ————— 
Jounston’s charming style, it is that she is rather lax 
in the selection of her details. Botany is her weak point. 
1 counted over three dozen trees and plants in her first 
chapter. She should try to paint more broadly with 
fewer strokes of the brush. Yet evervone has his own 
way of creating atmosphere, and anyhow there are few 
writers who can be so lavish of their descriptive powers, 
and yet never cause a moment’s sense of tedium. 


EXPLODED 








Memories of Savi among the prophets flit. vaguely 
across the mind on discovering that the author of Lyra 
Frivola and Verses to Order has written a history. 
Poets certainly have turned historians before now, and 
even historians in less scrious moments have tried to 
write poetry; but both, truth to tell, have generally 
made a sorry mess of the other fellows’ business. 
All the more honour, then, to Mr. A. D. Gopury that 
in Oxford in the Eighteenth Century (Mreruven) he has 
given us an excellent history. He apologises in the pre- 
face for producing a dull book: would that other authors 
were able to produce chronicles at once so scholarly 
and witty! Like good wine in the old catch, Mr. 
GopLey makes dull dogs delightful; and there were some 
very dull dogs indeed in eighteenth-century Oxford. 
But the least brilliant of academic periods produces its 
worthies, such as the oarsmen of the green leather caps 
and nankeen jackets. And their memory is as _ well 


REPUTATIONS. 
I.—Witias Terr. 





whip cracks again, and 
a Roman priest thunders 
————- - — after them mounted ona 
special train, and saves the situation in the nick of time. 
So that when, hand in hand with their lawful spouses, 
they bow their thanks for vour applause, vou feel that 
none is a penny the worse. And that is much more than 
can usually be said about books dealing with the difficult 
question which is the subject of Mr. Cooper’s graphic 
story. 





Given two things, it is only human to prefer one; 
although ‘‘ Both’’ is sometimes the best choice. In 
the present instance, however, when the two things are 
Mr. J. B. Atkins’ book of essays, Side Shows (Curis- 
TOPHER), and Mr. Reainatp Lucas’s book of essays, 
or, at any rate, essayist’s commentary, When all the 
World is Young (Humeneeys), I find a preference for 
Mr. Atkins, although I do not clevate that preference 
to the rank of criticism. Mr. ReGrxatp Lucas is too 
worldly-wise, too man-about-townish for me. His title 
is also misleading, for one expects the glow of youth 
and finds instead a cool sententiousness. Mr. ATKINS, 
on the other hand, takes one into the open air. He is 
a traveller, an observer of nature; he can sail a boat; 
he thinks Butter’s Analogy the best holiday book, 
because by taking it with him on holidays he ensures 
a rest from reading; he looks upon the visible world 
as an entertainment, and sets down its praises in 
honest, enthusiastic prose. In his little companionable 
book all the world is young. 





























